Catch the light of the living day,

Smile in the sun.

Cruel things that man may not name,
Naked here, without fear or shame,

Laughed in the carven stone*

Deep in the Temple's innermost Shrine is set,

Where the bats and shadows dwell,
The worn and ancient Symbol of Life, at rest

In its oval shell,

By which the men, who, of old, the land possessed,
Represented their Great Destroying Power.

I cannot forget

That, just as my life was touching its fullest flower,
Love came and destroyed it all in a single hour,

Therefore the dual Mystery suits me well.

Sitting alone,

The tank's deep water is cool and sweet,
Soothing and fresh to the wayworn feet,

Dreaming, under the Tamarind shade,
One silently thanks the men who made
So green a place in this bitter land
Of sunburnt sand.

The peacocks scream and the grey Doves coo,
Little green, talkative Parrots woo,
And small grey Squirrels, with fear askax
At alien me, in their furtive glance,